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“meaningless dots 


with microscope lenses that 
carry us farther and farther 
beyond the range of the 
human eye, we can lose 
ourselves in a newspaper 
reproduction of a photograph, 
until nothing is left... but 
meaningless dot.s 


our senses gain a new reality 
which we cannot hear, or see, 
or feel without the aid of 
science. which is fine. when 
we know that all is life, then 
we are enlightened. 





CONTRIBUTORS 


“Airplane Food” and “Trees” - Andrew Kanosky wants you to know a few things. 
He was born, now he's older. Kids, if you want to piss off your parents, buy real estate 
in imaginary places. www.andykanosky.com 

“Reflection on planes...” - Katya Makovik was born and raised in Belarus, but lived 
in New York City long enough to acquire the love of New York rush and characteristic 
distaste for all other states. In her free time, she walks the fine line between masoch- 
ism and sadism by creating and displaying pieces of fiction and fine art. : 
kmakovik@yahoo.com 

“Valerie”, or “For...” - Daniel Cambil: “i just moved to montréal. i enjoy the 
fountians. i make images for fashion and art. You may contact me for projects if you 
like my pictures. my website is visuel.org” he had a vernissage at Galerie Accidentelle 
that ended yesterday. : lepinktrash@yahoo.ca 

“Shueng Wan Walkway” - Michelle Kaffko is a young filmmaker and photographer 
from Chicago. She is currently using her knowledge in film theory to learn advanced 
techniques in cinematography. www.findmichelle.com : michelle@findmichelle.com 
haiku - Angela Leuck has written haiku for the past 6 years. The current Qu bec 
regional coordinator for Haiku Canada, she is co-editor along with Maxianne Berger 
of Sun Through the Blinds: Montréal Haiku Today. www.shorelinepress.ca : 
aleuck@look.ca 

“Counsel” - J.D. Smith has published one collection of poetry and is looking to have 
another go at it. He collects armadillo figurines, and he divides his 

time between home and work in Washington, DC. : smitros@yahoo.com 

a photograph - Jordan Farmer is seventeen years of age and has taken no photogra- 
phy classes. He lives in Port Orchard, WA. If you'd like to see more of his work or buy 
a print, his website is www.jordanfstop.com/ : jorfar7@hotmail.com 

“Rodeo Days” - lan Whitney has done extensive work as a photographer and writer 
and has come to the conclusion that man can not live on ideals alone, they are 
flavorless, except of course in that sate of general delirium brought on by poverty and 
famine. apolloimagery.com : ian@apolloimagery.com 

some art - Mike Beard reads whatever's good. Suggest a book. Also: he likes hiking 
around the city. Long, long hikes around the city. Really long hikes. He combines 
photography with his walking habit. Quote: “What the hell is up with animals!? Who 
do they think they are? This interests me.” blisterpack.no-ip.org : 
myklb72@yahoo.com 

“Attack of the Killer Whale” - Nick Phelps is scared when he sees his pictures 
develop and, consequently, still sleeps with his blankie. Honest. He has also heard of 
vegetarians who make exceptions for bacon. He'll be in France for a little while. : 
itsalldark@hotmail.com 

“Betwixt” - Jeremy Young is involved in Habitat for Humanity and a poem-trading/ 
generating project. : jyoung@po-box.megill.ca 

“Urban Pink” - Frank Barbara has worked every spare minute he’s had since he was 
ten. Now that he’s no longer working full time for “The Man” he looks forward to 
Saturday Morning Cartoons? www.musecube.com/ franx : frba77@yahoo.com 
“Cassandra” - Mike Lake was talking and reading in 13 languages at 4 months old, 
including esparanto and was completing matrices in elementary linear algebra. He 
was a genius in all aspects; except for love. And square dancing. : mlakel@po- 
box.megill.ca 


this literary oddity... 


is based in Montréal. We do, however, have copies available all 
accross North America (see back). So far, the 'zine has been 
treading the fine line between pleasing our readers and creating 
something for ourselves. At one time it was said this magazine 
was built on story-telling. After some discussion, it was decided 
that really didn't mean much. Maybe (hopefully) it means 
something to you. This is from my heart. 


Issue #4 deadline: how does January 25" sound? 
questions? comments? coffee? tea? cigarettes? email us. or, 
write letters! 
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How can I give myself a name? by Daniel Spitzberg 


Frederico Fuego was a name that best fitted the idea of traveling far 
and wide (as he decided when he adopted it for himself at the age of four 
(when his imagination was at its best)). He figured it meant go, not once, but 
twice - what could be better. Later, he learned what it really meant. But it 
still meant that without much thought and less planning, he would cut his 
unfulfilling time in New Jersey even shorter. The best thing to do in Jersey is 
to leave. 

He spoke Spanish like a Spaniard. With a tongue that still held a hint 
of accent from Córdoba, the word for “fourteen” sounded like ca-TOR-thei. It 
was as if the end had been singed by hot Spanish love. 

It was May 5 when he arrived in Boulder, the stepping stone on his 
way to Aspen. He sought to find pre-dawn employment on a farm, something 
he envisioned would transform him into a tamed model of pride with stout 
shoulders. The American farm is on its way out, he knew this. It’s been a 
long goodbye. 

Part of the plan consisted of packing a straw cowboy hat, a flimsy 
affair with sharp angels. But it kept the sun off, that is, when it made its way 
up into the sky. Week in and week out, countless hundreds of pounds of hay 
and crops were moved about the farm. Wielding a pitchfork alongside two 
other farm hands, he couldn't help but marvel at it - he had moved a bit less 
than a third of it himself. 

Though it was never fully clear to Frederico, or Freddy-o, as they 
nicknamed him, Why Geoff ke ¡Ethree-horses, he never asked. Nobody 
owned them, but Geoff caréd-fór- heit; “añ “unbelievably laborious commit- 
ment. So strong was his attachmienrtö-these- beasts-that he was sullen or 

sz š ecstatic with their every whim. With their massive: ASK practically the size 
e p of plums, they spoke. ; 
o wn > It put Frederico a bit off, feeling so detached from a-man-animal 
pr “bond. At six o’clock one evening, while the farm quieted and the bugs 
T_T edafound in still, hot air, he went over to listen the one-tonne horse 
oC Hew: “He-had-to crane his neck around the stable wall to get a picture with ” 
the ‘thouritain: Ze behind the fields, in the background. The horse | 
‘ raised its neck.and heg d-so quickly that the camera lens grazed the hairs on 
its nose, and Fredéfice-fél- back a step, startled. From then on, he would fin 
time when his body was too exHausted-to do anything but move his eyeballs) 
over the lines of a book, and invariably doze off, face plastered to the pages, 
He thought he would continue on to Aspen. Twenty-two days of hard 
work later, it was still May. But this sort of life was not far enough, yet, to 
bag whatever it was his path was headed for. The Farmer’s daughter, more often 
LE zn overalls than the summer dresses Francisco preferred for the reminder of 
Se a often listened to his ramblings. They would stand on the porch 
A together, and she would take to leaning against one of 


“the roof supports and, her gaze over the fields left him 
= ; looking at be Ma re 


- The night sky was so clear he kept reach- 
DA i is fingertips towards it while laying on the 
Mina Tl dat expanse of-land...A.silky,.s' el -jar 

curved outwards from directly 

above in untraceable ripples. For A. ds 
reasons that were obvious but neverthe- “Yi + i 
less frustrating, he could not relate this A i 

complex astronomy to anyone in this idyllic N 
place, just like when the daughter nodded as 

Frederico went on about being a bike courier in the 
city, or what traffic means. 
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Reflection on planes 

and how unnatural it is for humans to wonder across the globe 
Are humans meant to fly between time zones, move across the globe, race 
with the sun to the same destination; thus, escaping the night or finding 
themselves in its superfluous embrace for only an hour. Such a night is 
unconvincing, merely a darker shade of the evening. Then you arrive at 
your destination, and it's a full and bright morning, demanding for all to 


start their new day, while my yesterday is still continuing, like a record 
that has not been shut off. 


It's early morning in Germany. 


It’s midday in Belarus. 


It’s night in New York. 


Should I be waking up, awake, or deep asleep? 


by Katya Makovik 





“Airplane Food” 
by Andrew Kanowsky 
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"Shueng Wan Walkway” 
by Carolyn O'Neill 


dull mid-winter night 
corner shop busy selling 


dreams of a new day 
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Rodeo Days 


by lan Whitney 





by Jordan Farmer 


Why do gas stations insist on fluorescent lights? Even in the middle of the day, 
when the sunshine outside is a warm blanket spilling off the mountains, the light 
inside a gas station is always a green toxic sludge that makes me feel like I am in an 
aquarium. 


Everybody is buying food for the road. Dellos is microwaving a burrito and has a 
box of donuts hanging by his hip like a confectioner's sawed off shotgun. Deentz is 
wearing a cowboy hat and is staring at an “As seen on TV” display that depicts two 
parody hillbillies in overalls with buckteeth. The microwave dings. Dellos buys 
the burrito and donuts. Deentz buys the teeth. 


I buy nothing because I can't get my mind to run any sort of calculations and am 
unaware what costs what and how much money I have in my pocket. I don't want 
to take my money out to count it, as if I could, because there is a pair of aquarium 
children dancing in the candy aisle and I am sure they would pounce on me if they 
saw money. Children. I’ve got to get out of here. 


Manos is pumping gas in the car. He is tall and skinny with a ponytail and cowboy 
hat that makes him look like a stallion that skipped breakfast. Gleeze is sitting in 
the backseat listening to the radio. He is wearing red, which seems a strange choice 
for a day at the rodeo. 


Dellos made the mushroom tea and chased it with two hits of acid. Deentz took 
some acid; I’m not sure how much. I drank the tea. Gleeze smoked some grass. 
Manos is sober, he’s driving. He isn’t sober because he’s driving; it’s simply a 
happy coincidence. Frankly I wouldn't give a shit if one of the aquarium children 
were behind the wheel, so long as I don’t have to deal with it. 


Manos pulls out of the gas station and Deentz hollers, “punch it Chewy.” We are in 
a Ford Taurus, “punching it” is like kicking a stoned turtle. We are heading north 
from Colorado to Wyoming. It is Wednesday. We are going to a rodeo. 


Dellos is eating donuts, the burrito has disappeared like some cheap lover in the 
night, and I wonder if it was ever really there at all. Dellos 

is seated back left. A true original, he has a personality like 

a tangerine dusted in sugar, and currently he is concerned 

with nothing but the task at hand — donuts on acid. 


Gleeze is telling Manos to find something on the radio. He 
is seated back middle and squeezed to posture like a 
German haircut. He seems far away in his red shirt and I 
observe him as though watching a cardinal through 
binoculars. 


Deentz is sitting back right, directly behind me. Deentz is 
built like a grizzly bear and powered by the heart of a 

puppy. He is always planning and pranking and his laugh 

is as jolly as a drunken uncle. I turn to face him wearing 

what I imagine is a smile — there is no way to be sure at this stage. He stares 
straight back at me from underneath his wide, black, multi-gallon cap and 
there is mischief in his eyes. I wish I could maintain a safe distance, I sense 
danger, there could be a mother bear about. What happened to those 
damned binoculars? 


Deentz grins gently and from behind his stretched lips there appears a mouth 
full of teeth so grotesque that they could inspire a mother to drown her child. 
So this is why gerbils eat their young. How was he allowed to survive? How 
did he get behind me? Oh dear God, how had I never known? The horror 
escapes me like a tequila morning and I feel my face begin to twitch. My 
mind shattered, I turn back to watch the road. 
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PAPERBACKS & CANADIAN BOOKS 


Focus. Happy thoughts. Pixies and flowers. Birdshit on the neighbor’s car. It’s 
no use. Those fucking teeth are like a lye icepack slowly burning a hole through 
the center of my brain. I peak in the rearview, still there. He is watching and he 
smiles. Oh what I would give to have been mauled by the mother bear so as not 
to endure this torture. Disembowel me, feed me to the forest, whatever it takes, 
just get me away from those teeth. 


I glance again, side mirror, play it smart. He'll never spot me from there. Clever. 
It takes five minutes to adjust the mirror. Blast, he’s still looking right at me. 
How could he know? When Deentz smiles there are now only normal happy 
teeth that any gerbil mother would love. 


The road is a razor stretching to the horizon. The sun has ducked behind a black 
puddle of sky turning our journey into a funeral procession north beneath the 
jagged shadow of the Rockies. 


The sky puddle spills in a brutal explosion of water that hits the windshield like 
it was tossed from a heavenly bedpan. Lightning rips the darkness overhead into 
sections that quickly heal like paper reborn. The car is on ice-skates. There are 
faces in the rain that turn out to be headlights on a distant string of big rigs. The 
faces remind me of the aquarium children and I fumble nervously with my 
pockets. 


It’s official - Dellos did eat that burrito. I know this because he starts throwing 
up out the window and it doesn’t look like powdered donuts. Gleeze is clawing 
for more space but Deentz has none to give. The big rigs rip by us spraying 
water through the open window. The car shudders from the blast. I hope that 
was water. 


When Dellos pulls his head back into the car he looks like he has been drinking 
from a fire hydrant on parade day. “I feel so dirty,” is all he says and everyone 
begins to laugh. 


Silence grows in the car like a beanstalk to the stars. Chemicals cough from the 
muffler as we hurdle through space and time towards the land of 

Cheyenne where horses laugh and cowboys sing. The sun is 

sneaking along the sideline of the horizon looking for someplace 

to get back in the game. 


The road is wet, the sky is wet, our Dellos is wet — but somehow 
none of it matters. We are moving forward, slipping and sliding 
our way north, and the sense of purpose is overwhelming. 


When we arrive in Cheyenne we burst from the storm as though 
escaping a tornado and landing in OZ. The sky is as bright and 
warm as make-up sex and there is the bustle of activity every- 
where. RV’s, cowboy hats, spurs, Copenhagen, and laptops. 

There is horseshit everywhere. Big makeshift signs scream “Rodeo 
This Way”, “Rodeo That Way”. Manos tears through the little 
streets following the trail markings like an asphalt Indian. 


A sign appears, “Rodeo Parking Two Blocks” with a giant arrow 
attached. Indians. As we slow to turn into the parking lot a wave 
of fear washes over me like a heat lamp. Something is wrong, 
there is a girl standing in the street, she is not very pretty but 
could be charming in a small town overalls kinda way. A second 
girl stands beside her giggling. 


As we pull alongside the two girls the first unleashes a smile of 
“As Seen on TV” honkey teeth that cracks the mirror of my mind 
so violently as to ensure that I will not recover for at least seven 
years. As we roll to a stop in the parking lot I am shivering 
weakly. 


Deentz laughs with a bellow of understanding that shakes the car and would shame the big-rigs we passed earlier 
if they were close enough to hear. I should have jerked the wheel. I could have run the little trailer bitch down and 
saved my psyche. I would have probably even gotten to see a bit of the rodeo before the police got a hold of me. 
Too little too late. 


Outside the car for the first-time since the gas station, Dellos excepted of course, we are herded onto a yellow 
school bus that will carry us the rest of the way to the fairgrounds. Note to self: When taking large quantities of 
hallucinogenic drugs and being of fragile mind — Avoid school buses. 


The bus is authentic, big and yellow, with tiny seats made for tiny asses on their way to be socialized by bitter 
women who wear glasses and collect cats. The seat freaks me out. Deentz is sitting across the aisle directly 
behind a woman cradling a newborn baby in a blanket that makes it look like a white rabbit. The bus driver turns 
up the radio and Jim Morrison 
sloons, “Riders on the Storm” 
through tiny speakers hidden 
somewhere in the bus, or in 
my mind, but I hear it and 
Deentz does too. 


After about 43 seconds on the 

bus Deentz proceeds to loose 

his shit. I can't really blame 

by Mike Beard him, he looks about as 

comfortable as a circus bear on 

a mini-bike the way he is crammed into his undersized 
green vinyl seat. I am in the process of wondering if 
body bags and school bus seats are made of the same 
material but am quickly brought back into the now by a 
shout from Deentz. 





Staring right through the face of the white rabbit baby “Piano Boy of Holland” 
into some unique beyond, Deentz shouts, “Fuck”. The by Michelle Kaffko 
woman is shaking and too scared to turn around. I think 

she is afraid to admit to herself that she is sitting directly in front of a grizzly bear. “Fuck,” and the white rabbit 

baby stares right back at him as if to, “You're telling me man.” “Fuck,” as my mind realizes that this could get real 
bad, real quick. 


I have to do something. There are cowboys and Indians about and I’m sure they have guns and knives to skin 
bears, and maybe even rabbits, if given the chance. I can’t let it happen, that bear is my friend and I’m actually 
kinda taking to the rabbit baby and find myself wishing the woman would put him down so he could hop around 
a little. 


I turn to Deentz and say, “So howzabout them teeth on that chick in the road, that was some weird shit huh?” The 
psychological sensation is like tearing stitches out with a harpoon but it seems to work. Deentz comes back. He 
looks at the rabbit, then at me and says, “Yeah, some really weird shit.” 


The bus starts rumbling. I can feel the cowboys staring at us and know there are Indians hidden in the green vinyl 
bushes of the bus seats around me. The woman and the rabbit move a few seats forward. Dellos, Gleeze, and 
Manos are elsewhere in the bus but I dare not look lest I give away their positions. I wonder if they are armed. 
Deentz and I sit quietly. Jim reminds me, ”...riders on the storm...” 


When we finally arrive at the fairgrounds we are faced with pandemonium, but anything is better than the school 
bus. Horses jump and kick, trailer children chew tobacco and eat sugar off of sticks; cowboys stumble about 
drinking smoothies and dreaming of southern California while Indians in disguise infiltrate cowboy circles as an 
intelligence measure. 


We find a few seats on bleachers near the arena. It looks like a giant sandbox for adults except that it doesn’t 
actually have any sand in it. It has lots of dirt though and I think a decent castle can be built of dirt and tobacco 
spit if the builder is determined. Dirtbox. 

We sit and watch as a woman in a pink leotard rides the face of a horse as a stunt. I find myself wondering what 


the horse is thinking. Probably something like, “huffaflfawberguffaw,” but that is merely speculation. Deentz says, 


stationery 


“She can ride my face anytime she likes.” Gleeze huffs. Manos guffaws. 


I am drinking a soda, at least I think it is soda, but I can't really recall where it came from. Better not to 
question these things. 


After the leotard act I watch a cowboy get thrown off a horse. It’s kinda like watching a rape, only in this 
particular rape the rapist gets tossed and has his face smashed with a cloven foot. Little men dressed in 
white come out and drag the rapist away to a little white van with cardinal lights. I wonder if he still has 
any teeth. I wish I had my binoculars. 


The show proceeds with lots of dusting and bouncing, laughing and raping, and the day wears to dusk 
like a man exchanging a sweaty t-shirt for something, “a little more comfortable”. 


The final spectacle of the day is the wild horse race in which a dozen cowboys try to saddle a bunch of 
wild horses and get them to move in a logical direction. I think to myself, “good luck fuckers, I’ve been 
trying all day, you'll never make it past them god damned teeth.” 


Horses buck and flip, ropes fly, cowboys stumble, a horse falls and traps his hoof in the fence. For an 
instant I forget I am at a rodeo and figure I have just awoken from a comma in a glue factory where Ole 


Auburn is refusing to cooperate and a bunch of elves in oversized hats are trying to persuade 
her otherwise. 


I am out of soda and decide to go get another one, although I have no idea where a person gets a 
soda in a glue factory. While I am gone a cowboy wins the wild horse race. I had been rooting 
for the Indians, but they always lose. 


By the time I get back from an unsuccessful soda hunt everyone has started to file out of the 
bleachers. It’s a good thing Gleeze is wearing red because it makes him easy to follow in the 
crowd. I follow the group out towards the school buses. There is a hotdog stand on the way. 
Manos buys a hotdog, he brings me a soda. The soda tastes good and I wonder what it is, better 
not to question these things. We all sit down by the roadside to wait for the school bus. There is 
dust in the air. In time, it will settle. 
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Who wouldn't? Not me. No way, pal. In a New York 
minute. In a heartbeat-less, a diastole. By the time that 
heart beats 2 again-my heart after six cups of coffee, three 
cigars, a hit of speed, a hummingbird's heart strung out 
on nectar and pure existence - I would seize the opportu- 
nity if the opportunity ever came my way again. 


It did once or twice, depending on how you classify things. 
And hell, I, of small science, little love, damned nearly no 
business anywhere and less profit to show for it, can't be 
expected to arrive at a taxonomy of moments allegedly at 
the peak of evolution when minds higher on that summit 
can't determine how many species are destroyed every 
day or whether a serial killer should be put down like an 
incontinent dog. 


What I know is how it felt to have all Possibility before 
me as my every cell flexed its organelles and quivered in 
its DNA at the brink of executing in unison with all its 
forty-six-chromosomed compadres the first 
step of a march to rival D-Day, a Great Lake 
brimming with synchronized swimmers, or 
the wedding of ten thousand Moonies who 
would then be introduced. 


That moment - or moments - felt like some 
superscripted exponent of those rare evenings 
when every food and drug in my body had 
balanced at a great height, as if a very 
Wallenda hadstretched his tightrope to span 
Everest and K-2. But deep, as if for the most 
sub-superficial catfish or carp, if either could 
think, or a worm dangled on a hook in a sea 
trench where never such hook or such worm 
had dangled before and offered any prospect 


COUNSEL 


by JD Smith 





beside the lowly and eternal hoovering of de- “Attack of the Killer Whale” 
tritus from sand and rock. by Nick Phelps 


I was that fish in all but gills - and in mastery 
of that instant contemplated that which I was 


about to take in, which would transfigure me. The prospect lay 


shot one summer in his 
youth (the photo, not 
the whale) 


before me with a still toward which Pompeii’s dead are still 


striving. Yet, beholding that prospect, I turned away. 


That won't happen again. I’m wiser, a little, 1 guess. Sadder- 
maybe-I’m doing okay under the circumstances, and older, of 
course. It would be something if I weren't. All I can tell you is 
that if I were in that situation or one even remotely resembling 
it I would jump on it and milk it for everything it was worth 
and take advantage of it until there was no advantage left to be 
taken. I’ve had time to think this thing through, and think it 
through again, and there’s no question in my mind. Yeah, buddy. 


You wouldn’t have to tell me twice. 


ye. 
BETWIXT “Trees” by Andrew Kanowsky ¥ je. 
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by Jeremy Young 


Betwixt, bewildered, 
endangered in every respect å 
i fathomed my life as a measure of time 
and slowly i became a wreck. 
so i went to the butcher”s sixth avenue ségre 
to grab me a slab of the stabbed 

and he sold me advice for a worthy price 
and sent me along in a cab. 

he said, “son, you gotta remember a lesson of mine 
if you want to take life by the balls É 
begin to get rid of the concept of time 
and the chips will soon After TALI ig 













then offered a piece of her pie. 
She sat me down upon her knee 

And began that sentimental tale, 
Of the anteater”s diet, the artistic mind, 
And the concepts of shifting one”s scale. 


Miss mary was pleased when I finished my slice 5? 
‘twas the greatest taste in the world ¡e 
for it was cooked up with the intention of giving 
and that’s enough love to make cupid’s head ‘twirl. 
But the taste wasn’t lonely dwelling in my grin 
For there was room for one more. E 

As my ears shifted gears and channelled the tives 
Listening to spoken sound words of the pure. 

In the end I had learn’d alarming amounts 

About ants potential to lift above their own weight 
About how lifespan is touchy because our’s may be scaled 
By a piece of art we create. 

Not too long ago I knew of a girl 

Who belonged to the same earth as I 

She was older but not by much and as smart as a whip 

She was not old enough to die. 

I remember thinking that life was too short 

And roses were worth that one extra smell 

But a life is a life and a rose is a rose 

And deception makes its home in a wishing well. 

So make like the ocean and paint a few laughs 

Into the faces of those in your canvas 

I’d do it as fast as you can or else 

You might just leave Toto in Kansas. 


Cassandra 
by Mike Lake 


“Urban Pink” 
by Frank Barbara 


Cassandra was a small and delicate-looking girl. She 
appeared as if she would snap clean in half if you squeezed her too 
hard. She was also beautiful; probably the most beautiful girl 
anyone in her town had ever seen. Her beauty was the kind that 
turned the head of every single person she passed by. She did not 
ever appear to know that she was so beautiful, which made her 
even more so. 

Cassandra had a special gift. She could sense things before 
they happened. This gift got her in trouble quite often when she 
was a small child. When she was five years old, she once told her 
mother that her brother Edmund was going to get hurt if he went 
outside to play. When Edmund came in crying later that afternoon 
for having fallen off his bike, Cassandra's mother accused her of 
having pushed him. Her brother gladly let the accusations continue 
to get back at her for the times when she actually did push him. 

When Cassandra was sixteen years old she got a feeling 
worse than any she had ever had. She sensed, more strongly than 
anything, that the apocalypse was arriving. She told this to every- 
body she knew, and with such conviction that people began to 
doubt her sanity. Cassandra became so obsessed with spreading 
the word on the apocalypse that she made posters, flyers, and even 
told random men and women she passed on the street. She had no 
reason to doubt her premonitions, for they had always been 
accurate in the past. 

One day, while Cassandra was in the library researching 
apocalyptic predictions of others, she came across a story in Greek 
mythology in which a beautiful girl was given the gift of being able 
to see the future. This girl's prophecies were always ignored, which 
eventually resulted in the Trojan War. This girl's name was also 
Cassandra. Cassandra knew all along that she was doomed with a 
name like that. She left the library and walked home. She didn't 
even tell pedestrians about the coming apocalypse; she simply 
went home and lay in her bed to wait for the end of the world. 




















sad actor 
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*Addendum to “Played”, by Ilya 
Zaychik*— About a week later I 
received a phone call telling me it 
was over before it had even begun. I 
have tacked on an addendum here 
instead of angrily scrapping the piece 
altogether. Because the entire affair, I 
think, proved my point. 








care. Nor did I make what would have been pedophilic advances on young girls. I simply took 
up a few square feet and made small talk with my colleagues. 

These two dreams recurred like an irregular, subconscious pulse until I drove them 
away, or drove away from them. Between temp assignments, I signed on for what is arguably the 
longest valet parking job in recorded history: taking my mother’s 1979 Mustang, the car in which 
I learned to drive and, much later, the only car in which I’ve had sex, from Aurora, Illinois to Sun 
City, Arizona, by way of Houston. 

The vast majority of the human brain may go unused, but there is only a finite number 
of mental parking spaces available at any time; my academic dreams were blocked out of them by 
ten days of phenomena completely untouched by my education. My degrees had no effect on a 
Waffle House in Little Rock, where black and white people actually talked to each other, a rarity 
in the North. My terms on the dean’s list did nothing to or for the first pedestrians I saw in 
Texarkana, Texas: a work crew of inmates in yellow jumpsuits, picking up roadside trash. 

After midnight, sampling the infinite spaces on Interstate 10 between San Antonio and 
Ozona, I observed that my scholarships and assistantships neither threatened nor fed the mule 
deer that outnumbered cars. They barely looked up at the Mustang before they went back to 
browsing the scrub for some improbable nutrition. 

My notions on international relations would not have gotten me a free side of grits or 
hash browns at the Eloy, Arizona Waffle House. I paid for my cheese omelet like anyone else, 
with anonymous cash, whose fibers take up cocaine but not learning. Except for a sign 
prohibiting firearms, this restaurant was identical to its Little Rock counterpart. My SAT and 
GRE, and their alphabet-soup brethren, had no bearing on this. 

I was relieved, maybe healed, 
by my insignificance as one traveler in 
only one region of a country in a vaster 
world. If it's lonely at the top —if there is 
a top—the lower stories are downright 
gregarious. A grain of sand is rarely 
found alone. 

Joining this huge sodality was 
apparently what I had been afraid of. 
This fear of merging into the anonymous 
flow of life and death, as if sitting out 
were an option, had compelled me to 
take on grade-point averages and 
academic titles as an immunization 
against the common lot. 

Even more frightening was the very real possibility of being a leader in no field, as most 
are not. I might finally have to acknowledge my limitations and determine what size of fish I 
was, in what size of pond. The process would present interesting challenges for a former child 
prodigy, in his thirty-third year, much as it would for anyone else. How I met these challenges 
would not matter to a road-runner or a coyote. Nature offered forgiveness in perhaps its highest 
form, indifference. 

I parked the Mustang in my parents’ garage in Sun City and unhooked the battery cable. 
No longer a child, having put away childish things, I flew the next day from Phoenix to Chicago, 
and to a third dream. 

Like the long drive, the dream occurred once, made its point, and was done. In it I am 
second-in-command of a submarine, a strange job for a claustrophobe. As I near the dock the 
chief petty officer, Sean Connery, waves me on with a closed red umbrella, the kind used by tour 
guides to gather their flocks. In passing I wonder why a red umbrella, and my education offers 
no answer but why not a red umbrella? Weighed down by speculation and a duffel bag, I double- 
time to reach CPO Connery, who explains, “There's no emergency —I just like to do that 
sometimes.” 

I don’t know the commanding officer, the vessel’s name, or the course. I only know that I 
take my station, and the voyage is underway. 











Three Dreams, 


One Tri 
J.D. Smit 


If man is, as the pagans said, merely dreams and dust, I 
would have trouble telling the difference. More typical 
is the sleeping experience of a friend of mine, who 
drives lawnmowers over multicolored hams during 
Mass, in Croatian. But he will have to render his own 
account. My consolation prize for plain dreams, Amish 
settlements in the land of Nod, is making sense of them 

Two that recurred for years involved school— 
terra cognita — but altered, as after an earthquake. In the 
first, my final undergraduate term finds me, as in life, 
on the cusp between graduating magna or summa, as if 
eternity or potential employers would take note. I was 
also, as in life, addicted to both politics and poetry, 
believing that success in either, or anything, would make me loved. 

But in a departure from the past, my progress and egress are stayed. A math 
class still loomed over me, the first since tenth-grade geometry, when every triangle, 
bristling with cosines and proofs, was aimed at my self-esteem—a small, shaky 
target. 





My fears, though, made no impression on my advisors. 


Before this drama, or fraction of a drama, 
could resolve itself, I would wake up, though not 
with a start, or sweating. By the time I had 
smoothed a blanket, or poured a glass of water, my 
mathematical problems had turned to ash like the 
scrolls of Alexandria, or simply dissolved, pictures 
shaken from an Etch-a-Sketch. 

The second dream, if even less eventful, 
was stranger. After graduating from college, in spite 
of my small mathematics, I found myself in high 
school again. Not as a seventeen-year-old, but as my 
superannuated self, as old as the actors who play 
high-schoolers. But I wasn’t acting, only repeating 
my senior year. Perhaps it was to go out for soccer, 
as the hyperthyroid and racist coach thought I 
should have, or to take seconds of the sauerkraut 
(with caraway seeds) we had made in microbiology. 

At any rate, the purpose wasn’t to pad my 
transcript with more of the achievements and 
overachievements that had given me the 


Opportunity, above all, to repeat the process as a 
scholarship student in college and again in graduate school, my future and 


immediate well-being held hostage to tests, term papers, and eventually degrees. 
The latter led to temporary jobs that included sorting redeemed coupons, shoveling 
dog biscuits in a warehouse, and cleaning postal meters. 

This may have been the point of the whole exercise — trying academic life 
one more time and finally getting it right, stepping out of the endless cycle of terms 
and grades. This final draft of high school only required me to stand around in the 

8 halls. As in the first dream, I didn't look for a classroom and didn't 





She snatches for my pen and as I grapple it away, the woods go dark and I suddenly 
realize that they were always dark. I’m seated inside something, deep inside of it, and I look up 
and all I can see is a small, circular patch of sky. It’s like being at the bottom of a stone well. My 
face turns upward as I try to deny that this place is familiar to me, but it’s an absolute lie and it 
only takes me a second to realize it. 

I recognize this place. I spend every day in here, at the bottom, looking up. It’s so dark 
and now that I recognize it, I realize I’m so tired of being in here and looking up and only seeing 
that one little circle of blue and white that often goes quickly dark. I think maybe I’ve been 
marooned here for weeks, or maybe years. Is that possible? There’s no clock in here, it’s 
impossible to know. For some reason I couldn't see it before...but I can now, now that she’s made 
herself known. She’s hiding now, though. I can’t see her. 

As soon as I wrote that, something shimmered up near the top, and now that circle is no 
longer visible, things have gone dark. There’s something blocking the top of the tunnel. I can see 
it now! There’s something coating the inner rim, something sitting there. It looks like me, but it 
can’t be. It can’t be. 

It is. I recognize her. But it’s not quite me all the way. It’s like there's someone sitting up 
there who was assigned to be me while I’m down here, an actor who’s been employed to play me 
to the world. Did I assign her? Do I remember that? Did I create her? I let my hair fall down, 
listen to the small echoes in this well, and write the next question. 

“If so, why?” 

I don’t know why. But I’m realizing something. I’ve grown her. Like a second skin. Or 
rather, like the skin on the top of chicken broth, where the fat collects. She owns all my grins, she’s 
got them in one of those accordion wallets you see the cat pull out in a Loony Toons cartoon. She 
talks to everybody for me. She decides the color of all my desires, carefully shaves the edges of 
each opinion. She's a filter. She's cheesecloth. Everything goes through her. She's the fat that’s 
left, and the rest spills down into my well. Yet, if I grew her, how does she hold me prisoner? 
How can she plug the entrance to the outside without my say-so? 

Shoes. I’ve got to take off my shoes. Footholds. There must be footholds. I climb as far 
as I can go. 

Then I grasp the pen and stab blindly upwards. 








Small Circle of Sky 


Lisa Gratz 


So there are these Douglas fir trees alongside the trails in Tolmie State Park in 
Olympia, Washington and I happened to be sitting under one on a Sunday last June when I 
saw someone suddenly pass across my inner vision. I blinked, looked down at the moss- 
carpeted log underneath me, my glance bounding quickly around the trees and, in silence, 
watched their branches clamor for the sky’s attention. I listened for Liz who was 
somewhere further along the trail, but I couldn’t hear a single footstep approaching. Some 
raccoons or curious deer catching my scent, probably. After being exceptionally quiet for a 
few more seconds and hearing nothing but the 
breeze, I let my head fall back down in age-old 
ritual towards the pages of the notebook lying 
across my folded legs, my hair hanging down 
like a portable tent around my face, ensconcing 
me in privacy. I sent my pen back to work and 
it was only a minute later that I felt someone 
clap their hand over my mouth. 

You'd think I would have panicked, 
right? Jumped up, or fallen back off the log, 
notebook and pen flying into the air, legs 
flailing. But that’s what she wanted, I think, for 
my notebook to go flying. I think she was 
trying to spook me out of pinning her down 
onto paper. I think she sees her death in those 
white valleys that lie between the jagged black 
ridges of my cluttered script. That’s where 
we'll meet someday; that's where 1'11 kill her, 
right there, her blood reddening the space 
between the lines, and she knows it. We’ll meet 
like Holmes and his nemesis Professor Moriarty 
at Reichenbach Falls, and I'll send her over into the chasm. I'll call her out and write her 
down and push her over, my words like thrusting hands, and watch those sibling eyes 
descend, like sunlight glancing off mirrors, a few spots of crimson amongst the upswing of 
my loops the only evidence of her passing. And no one will even see those drops, they’ll 
only see black and white. Only black and white. 

As soon as I feel her clap her hand over my mouth, I freeze. Her fingers are pine- 
scented and oddly sticky, like a child’s, but her hand is as big as mine and it presses hard 
into my cheeks and I let it. I let her do this and I close my eyes and she moves up behind 
me till I can feel her leaning her front against my back. She doesn’t say a word. I don't say 
a word. I can feel the moss's moistness seeping through my jeans. 

We listen together, me and her, sister and sister, ambitious murderer and intended 
victim, to the trees. A wind has kicked up, since it’s growing slightly dark, and an early 
evening gust from the Puget Sound ripples its way through the branches, which slowly 
creak like a dozen haunted doors softly opening. 

Liz is nowhere in sight; she must have walked all the way down to the water’s 
edge. I’m glad she’s not here: no witnesses. I can feel the wet log under my butt, her 
leaning against my back, and the notebook and pen in my hand. And I can hear us 
breathing. I can feel her belly on my back: it sucks in as she inhales. Her fingers still press 
my mouth closed. Iam very calm. I write a question. 

“Who are you?” 








Bathetic 
Jordan NA Fouts 


Anticipation mounts in the back seat 
foggy windows smear as cushions creak 


nose and sticky hands against the glass. 


“Dad, stop, please! Dinosaurs 


and cowboys, only a state or two away!” 


Another traveler unwittingly swayed 
by boldface-painted whispers on the trail. 


Billboards teach us words we don't know: 
not overtly in emphatic tongue, raised 
above our height, against the sky, 

but in what they show, or what they don’t. 


“Aw! I thought it would be bigger! 
Is that it? It’s just an ugly lizard... 
I’m hot and tired; can't we go?” 


Palimpsests on catafalques 
built up and building, 


from Burma Shave to jackalopes 
to a wonderfully crashing anticlimax. 


advance just to get a slice of ass. Not 
only that, but about necropolitan 
nightmares where reality itself seems 
to peel away like wallpaper to reveal 
the guts of a Hollywood soundstage — 
in other words, everything fake—and 
looming above it all like a full moon, 
that set of disembodied, luminous, 
pearly teeth. You tell her all of this out 
of instinct and it works because it’s 
true. Both true and also, probably fake, 
and when she laughs obligingly you 
feint nimbly and move in for the 
punch. “Everything you think you 
know is fake—it's only natural”. You 
touch her hand, smile as you say this 
and the apprehension you feel trying 
to gauge your chances for the night is 
about all the grist you'll need for your 
daily lesson on the duality of man. 


RR i ds 





are now the new breasts, and if there wasn't a method to fake 
it back then, science, by now, must have surely found a way. . 
. Her dress, for instance, haven't you seen it, or in fact that 
whole outfit, even this very night and circumstance, all 
detailed on some billboard, Gap or Diesel? Those eyes, 
contacts, too bright(?) or can you even tell the difference 
anymore? 

But don't be so superficial, you think. Pay 
attention to what she’s saying, her thoughts . . . Pretty good 
right? Pretty beguiling? Then again, how often do you find 
yourself falling into the easy jibe-and-response style of 
conversation from your favorite sitcom? What would 
Chandler say to this? Or Joey? Or better yet, George Clooney, 
because you want to sound smooth. And what's to say that 
she too isn't just filling in the blanks, in laughing at your 
jokes. That cadence, that sweep of the body, toss of her hair; 
how can you be sure that this also isn't just more scripted 
nonsense, filed away from popular culture and regurgitated at appropriate moments? 

Which is what you mean when you begin to say to yourself: everything you think you know is 
fake. Which isn't an indictment. In fact, depending on how the conversation is progressing, your 
P.O.V., it could just as well be a reaffirmation of all that is hopeful and optimistic about 
humankind. 

The great relief, you suppose, is to think that man has survived his tenure atop the food 
chain purely by the strength of his wits: by guile, with guts and, when necessary, by supreme 
fakery, by concocting and improving upon the basics provided by nature. Another interesting truth 
is that in no other species can there be said to be any true redemption, or, failing that, any chance 
such as we all enjoy, inalienably, to climb in the hierarchy, to build ourselves up brick by brick into 
someone bigger, better. The rest of the animal kingdom, in fact, now that you're thinking about it, 
is pretty unforgiving, a real desolate place. Every so often in a generation a creature is born with a 
plume of red in its chest, with more vivid spots or a splendid tail of many colors. They are the 
Alpha, the few, the irrevocably chosen. The rest have to live day by day, to scratch, claw and fight 
for every scrap of rotten food and precious minute of survival. There are no choices anymore, free 
will is meaningless and the best end to hope for is to be crushed swiftly underfoot while life 
churns heedlessly on. 

Meanwhile in the kingdom of man we have sweeps week and television award shows 
to comfort us. We have billion dollar pictures of Mars and cloned sheep coded for melancholic 
dreams. We have genetically engineered fruit, lasers to scythe the hair away and pills to bring it 
back, to thicken it when necessary . . . Shoes to jump higher, spandex shirts so that our muscles can 
bulge, pads for our pimples and creams to make our hairless hides seem to shine . . . Like the 
sharpened sticks of old we triumph over the paucity of our species as we have been doing for 
centuries, with implements to establish the fake. Tragedy strikes, earthquakes rumble, either that 
or boredom settling, any great nemesis of man; in every case, when fight or flight beckons we 
challenge the unknown by becoming liposuction heroes, 
astronauts, metrosexuals; more giant leaps for humankind... 





In other words, a daring human imperative, and it’s a comforting 
thought. You don’t say this to the girl but you reaffirm it with a big 
booming laugh, ostensibly timed to whatever the hell it is she’s 
talking about. Comforting to think that even in our average 
everyday fakeness, in our Kenneth Cole (Reaction!) shoes and 
bartop conversation we're all enacting roles vital to the species. 
Like discovering fire, the double helix, like pasteurizing milk, 
splitting the atom and reinventing the wheel, faking it, again and 
again out of some pure psychosomatic necessity. You tell her about 
your thing with Catharine Zeta Jones and her teeth, the frightening 
feeling you get that Michael Douglas probably has to go to hell and 
back, to phone in an appointment three days in 
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deep, really emoting for that paycheck; cooing, smiling, fluttering ... 
from ten stories up, sighing, cheek against the phone, on billboards 
grinning full blast, doe-eyed, demure then ecstatic, from newsstands, 
storefronts and in the subways on blinking LED screens... 

But this, in fact, isn't a “what's next/slippery slope” type of 
scenario. After all, what more really need be said about the fetishistic 
excesses and overblown idealism rampant in our entertainment culture? 
And what does any of that really mean to you on the couch, to any of us, 
basking in our inequity when the truly disturbing aspect in all those 
pictures isn't the implication, big picture, but her teeth. Catharine Zeta 
Jones, like all of Hollywood lately, seems to have latched onto this notion 
that teeth are now like door knockers, like tiara jewels or hood 
ornaments. Not just clean or plaque-free but they must be “Hollywood 
white” like radioactive bricks of polar ice sliding through sunlight. Not 
just white but white enough to be a conversation piece, as an instrument 
of naked ambition, a beacon of pretentiousness and a shield against 
poverty and misfortune . . . Nice teeth, you think, but in that same awed, 
speculative way that you regard artifacts from outer space, the complex 
engineering involved in an aqueduct or any other type of physical 
mystery that you can’t quite understand. Whatever may be your final 
verdict on her or her teeth, it’s not too much of a stretch to begin 
believing that the fakeness has our culture in a stranglehold, and that it’s 
a fascination, even an addiction that can begin anywhere from teeth 
outward, from “reality” TV to real life, so called and quote-unquote, until 
everything is bracketed, until it’s not a question of whether you’ve 
succumbed but how much and until, finally, everything you think you 
know is probably fake. 


So what is next then, what's next? . . . Not the slippery slope but a return 
to terra firma, or the world we live in which is a far, far cry from 
Hollywood hills. If our celebrities, nowadays, look like over-quaffed 
monsters, it’s a direct mirror to the grotesque nature of our own secret 
desires. Case in point: You step out for a drink after work. Anyplace, 
USA, it could be any bar in any city. For starters, notice how many grown 
men now have little dyed strips and highlights in their hair. How the hair 
color and the clothes match, much more so than, say, five years ago. 
Notice how many more of us, almost subconsciously, get dolled up to 
resemble our favorite TV host or matinee idol. Not only that but how 
open we are, how free we’ve become while discussing our own puerile 
self-absorption. It’s no long fall, no great jump, for instance, to begin 
discussing with a complete stranger or girl at the bar about one’s exercise 
regimen, about “toning up” or struggling to better sculpt “washboard 
abs” and “peaked” biceps. Even to compliment one’s self, nakedly, in 
passing, in general conversation, to casually sprinkle in third-person 
capsule reviews about how so-and-so told you once that you're a brilliant 
writer, ingenious, that you have “good cheekbones” or that you bear 
some striking, handsome resemblance to Benicio Del Toro . . . What else?! 

. Moisturizer vs. body wash, boot cut pants versus flare, Barry Bonds or 
Mark McGwire; not home runs but the articulate points of celebrity 
buffness; creatine vs. human growth hormone, HGH; reassure yourself 
it’s not natural, Brad Pitt in Troy... 


And mind you this is just men amongst men; listen carefully. Or better 
yet, make a connection, cross the gulf and make a play for a girl at the 
bar. She’s no Zeta Jones, that’s for sure, and there are no guarantees, but 
still, if you were a gambling man how would you rate the odds, would 
you really be able to vouch for what you see? Breasts are fake, we know 
that from the era past, but the pronouncement has been made that asses 








We left at six, and the bitter wind hit us hard, pimping its out-all-night, 
pre-dawn epiphany, completely lacking in subtlety and tact. 


‘T hear it’s always coldest right before dawn,’ I told her, the last 
wrapper in a dumpster-full of non-recyclable garbage I had vomited 
up over the course of the night. We parted ways and before I opened 
my door, I glanced quickly over my left shoulder and thought I saw 
the cameraman hide behind the corner bar. I breathed in the cold air 
and finally got wind of a bit of that early-morning clarity. 


What Irealized was this... 





... Everything you think you know is fake 
Uzodinma Okehi 


You can rationalize one way or the other, you can worry the bushes, beat about them, as 
the saying goes, but why not come right out with it and just say that there’s something 
kind of fake about Catharine Zeta Jones... You can say that in third person and also, that 
we are a society that has long embraced our own frailties, our own disingenuousness, 
that the act of scrutinizing our celebrities frees us from these petty doubts about the 
worth of our own nature. That is, to allow us, if you will, for a quick epiphany ... 


And let’s preface everything by first putting out the good word that Catharine Zeta Jones 
is surely a beautiful woman and probably a fine person too, and that one way or the 
other you have no stake in the matter. Also to note: this essay is actually a de facto period 
piece—not so much of the moment but months, seasons back to that period where you 
couldn’t walk two blocks in Manhattan or pick up any newspaper, tabloid or glossy 
magazine without being reminded, even intruded upon by her glaring pulchritude. Or 
not even that, not even really beauty but the idea of it, the veneer. Not just those inane T- 
mobile ads but that on top of everything else, and seeing so much of her these days that 
it’s as if she’s your Siamese sister, not just shilling but really digging 


Played 
Ilya Zaychik 


Something about late night excursions to diners, to coffee shops, to 
railroad tracks causes me to look back over my left shoulder from 
time to time, searching for the camera crew. 


Sure enough, it was no different last night, sitting at 
the Café Noir, playing twenty questions with a girl 
who took my cool and suave and witty and threw it 
right down and out the window with every toss of 
her thick black hair. Same old. I looked back over my 
shoulder as is my custom, but saw only the glare of 
the dark-faced and dark-haired barista who was 
cursing me silently for not speaking any French, yet 
still envying the spotlight above my head, as this 
French goddess across from me dangled on my 
every word. I wanted to switch places with him. 





‘Lam sick of talking!’ I screamed. ‘I can't bear to 
listen to myself anymore! I have nothing new, have 
had nothing new since age 6, and yet you make me 
talk. You make me babble on about my views on 
politics, relationships, god, family, life, and I can’t do it anymore! If I have to talk about my 
estranged father on his death bed or past girlfriends one more time, I will burst, right here in 
front of the surly four AM patrons of this establishment!’ 


I screamed it at her, but it came out a forced laugh, an awkward smile, a quick shrug, a break 
of eye contact, a string of rapid and nervous hand movements, and, what I dreaded most, the 
continued sound of my voice. 


‘What is your favor color?’ she asked me. ‘I think it is the question at the center of the 
universe. Anyone who doesn’t know what their favor color is, doesn’t really know who they 
are. So, what is it?’ 


‘I don't know’, I replied with the most confidence of anything I'd said all night. When pressed, 
I managed the blue at twilight, when the sun has gone but the night has not yet arrived, and I 
guess it had a ring of truth—it is the color that finds me staring up at the sky in the middle of a 
busy street — but I still had no idea who I was, and I was praying the stunt double would 
actually show up for work one time. 


But the hours pressed on. Soon I couldn't stop talking, rattling off my menu of experiences, 
emotions, and ideas, filling the airspace with overworked observations, hoping desperately 
she would find something she liked and order already because the kitchen was about to close. 
But no luck, and with every deliberate circle she made with her finger around the edge of her 
clear coffee mug saw me fidgeting and squirming and speaking more and more, pausing only 
occasionally to look at her beautiful face and turn away quickly, laughing wryly and shaking 
my head, and remind myself why I was doing all this, why I was sticking to my script so 
diligently — because she had never heard it before, and this is what I had to do to keep her 
from leaving. I smiled at myself, grimaced almost, and plunged back in, weaving facts and 
fictions, pasts and futures, such well-worn paths in my mind they were practically ditches. 


words 


“played” - ilya zaychik 

“Everything You Know is Fake” - Uzodinma Okehi, at worst, is still a believer 
and it is his humble hope that you might think to check out his book/survey/ 
comic, Sleep Tickles, out where comics are sold this winter. : Okehi@hotmail.com 
“Bathetic” - Jordan NA Fouts is in Montreal for gradschool in Russian now, but I 
came from Ohio (sorry), where I got my undergrad at Bowling Green State 
University, birthplace of pop-culture studies; and he voted for anarchy in our last 
election. His professional background is journalism, and he’s yet to see a live 
jackalope. : jfouts@po-box.mcgill.ca 

“Small Circle of Sky” - Lisa Gratz is a freelance editor and creative nonfiction 
writer in Philadelphia. She is in the MFA program in creative nonfiction at 
Goucher College. In the spring of 2005 she will be doing freelance work in 
Scotland. : newlymintedmind@hotmail.com 

“Three Dreams, One Trip” - J.D. Smith (see front): smitros@yahoo.com 


sights 


“Zed Hates Freedom” (cover) - Michael Audi: aspiring hotel lounge singer. Big 
Mike is a proud member of Mamoun’s, enjoys eating animals, dog burgers, and 
karaoke. : mjaudi@gmail.com 

“Illxtression” (cover) - Mike Twohig is an art school casualty, suspended in limbo 
between a compulsion to self-uexpression and chasing the elusive “career” in 
illustration. His drawings and word-play are exposed through a self-published 
project titled “coldhandsdeadheart.” See angelfire.com/ill/miketwohig, and 
MikeTwohig.artconspiracy.com : m_twohig@hotmail.com 

“Diner” (1) - Matthew Taplinger is a firm believer in using the camera as a 
“weapon of truth”, and photography as a way of capturing layers of one’s 
surroundings. users.rcn.com/ distress : distress@rcn.com 

“Breasts” (2) - Imran Ooner : iophotography@yahoo.com 

“Car Lights” (4) and “Building” (10) - Bryan Hoar insists photography and artistic 
creation have been major parts of his life. Bryan is represented by BritGirl 
Productions. www. britgirlproductions.tvheaven.com : bryanhoar@hotmail.com 
“The Portuguese Widow Maker” (4) and “A Memory of Scott Pelequin” (6) - 
Danger Dan: “creation; a lot like shitting. you cant create much of anything 
without experiencing adventure to the full, much like you cant shit without eating, 
and you cant shit healthy unless you eat a good meal. which is why it is important 
to me that life have a healthy dose of adventure and drama for my mind to shit 
into being as works of art./ Shit litters the past/ The future is paved in gold./ so 
pretty, so much.....” His stuff is mostly at www.livejournal.com/users/ 
danieldubois/ : thedangerdan@hotmail.com 

“Dance” (4) - Michael R. Allen co-coordinates the research project Ecology of 
Absence and the experimental journal MPRSND, which documents how forces of 
abandonment and decay have shaped changes in the built environments of central 
Midwestern cities. www.eco-absence.org : www.mprsnd.org : mrallen@mprsnd.org 
“Wish You were Here” (5) - Michelle Kaffko (see front) www.findmichelle.com : 
michelle@findmichelle.com 

“Birdhouse” (7) - Fred Jennings is a Digital Artist and occasional Poet. 
frappe@lunaticus.net 

“Sit” (8) - Jordan Farmer (see front) www.jordanfstop.com/ : jorfar7@hotmail.com 
Michael R. Allen co-coordinates the research project Ecology of Absence and the 
experimental journal MPRSND, which documents how forces of abandonment and 
decay have shaped changes in the built environments of central Midwestern cities. 
www.eco-absence.org : www.mprsnd.org : mrallen@mprsnd.org 

“Kim Bottle” (8) - Amul Kumar recently overcame a nightmarish descent into booze, 
drugs, meaningless sex, and entirely too much television. His only regret is how much 
TV he watched instead of that other, cooler stuff. The bulk of his art is pictures of 
toast, which no right minded individual ever asks to see. : amul@pair.com 
“Shanghai Morning” (9) - Carolyn O'Neill is a photographer ambling about in 
China, with a keen eye/ camera lens. www.carolynoneill.com : 
www.madameshutterfly.com : carolyn@carolynoneill.com 
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256 Queen Street W. 
Uprising Book Store 
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St. Mark's Bookshop 

31 Third Avenue 
Labyrinth Books 

536 W 112th Street 
Bluestockings 

172 Allen Street 
May Day Books 

155 1st Avenue 


CHICAGO: 


Quimby’s Bookstore 
1854 W. North Ave. 


BOSTON/ CAMBRIDGE: 
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549 Columbus Avenue 
Million Year Picnic 
99 Mount Auburn Street 


SEATTLE: 


Wit’s End Book Store and Tea Shop 
4262 Fremont Avenue North 
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To jb, author of “Querencia” zine, who has already 
said most everything I have ever felt or thought, 
but with more talent and clarity than I could ever 
hope to achieve. 





Y a Julio Cortázar, cuya obra nunca me deja 
de olvidar el peligro de vivir sin pensar. 








